i4a   MONSIEUR BERGERET IN PARIS

heating to the rules of Latin Grammar, and as, after
all, Monsieur Bergeret was not always wrong,
Jumage was not always right.

This contrariety, which with years had assumed
the exactitude of a rational system, did not in any
way interfere with their life-long friendship. Jumage
was really concerned at the misfortunes that dogged
Bergeret in the course of his sometimes troubled
career. He went to see him every time he heard of
a fresh calamity. He was no fair-weather friend.

On this particular occasion, he came to his old
friend with the worried and bewildered expression,
the look of mingled pain and pleasure, that Lucien
knew so well.

<c You are quite well, Lucien ? Fm not in your
way, am I ? "

c< No. I was reading the story of the porter
and the young girls in The Arabian Nights, newly
translated by Dr. Mardrus. It is a literal translation
and very different from The Arabian Nights of our
old friend Galland."

" I came to see you," said Jumage, cc because I
wanted to speak to you about something. But it's
of no consequence, So you were reading The
Arabian Nights ? "

"Yes," replied Monsieur Bergeret, "and for
the first time too. For the worthy Galland gives
one no idea of the real thing. He is an excellent